was plated with gold. They were driven from the
box by a gorgeous coachman, who was standing.
The musicians, turning once more, struck up the
"Sultan's Hymn/' the soldiers presented arms; the
brown horses wheeled slowly round, ajid I saw
within a few paces of me, sitting alone in the victoria
in a curious, spread-out attitude, a bulky and weary
old man in a blue uniform, wearing white kid gloves
and the fez. He was staring straight before him,
and on his unusually large fair face there was no
more expression than there is on a white envelop.
Women twittered. Men saluted. The victoria
stopped beside the bright-yellow carpet. After a
moment's pause, as if emerging from a sort of
trance, the Calif of Islam got up and stepped slowly
and heavily out, raising one hand to his fez. Then,
as if with an abrupt effort to show alertness, he
walked almost quickly up the steps to the glass
porch, turned just before entering it, stood for an
instant looking absolutely blank, again saluted,
swung round awkwardly, and disappeared. Almost
immediately afterward one of his sons, a rather
short and fair young man with a flushed face, at-
tended by an officer, hurried past me and into the
mosque by another entrance.

A few persons went away while his Majesty was
praying; but all the pilgrims stayed, and I stayed
with them. Several of the officials walked about on
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